Ramadhan
" Do you see much of her?" I ask.
" We meet in the houses of our friends.   We are related/'
" It must be hard for the first wife, in the beginning,"
I venture.
The ladies near by smile indulgently, A careless
husband, they seem to think, is not so trying as a bad
digestion, which is what the next group is discussing.
Both are dispensations of providence, over which they
have not much control. There is some point, I reflect,
in being able to shove one's husband into the region of
the Inevitable and the Uncontrollable; he ceases to be a
worry, just like one's unsatisfactory profile, or anything
else that one has not had a hand in the making of and cannot
alter. Perhaps that is why the older ladies look so peace-
ful. " Life is like that," one of them is saying philo-
sophically.
The talk of husbands has made the conversation decidedly
more animated. We hear of so and so and so and so,
their domestic triumphs and difficulties. The stories in
this feminine gathering become so Rabelaisian that my
Arabian Nights vocabulary, expurgated by the Jesuit
Fathers, is quite inadequate, and I lose all the best bits,
By the time tea and ices, oranges and cakes are brought,
we are talking so hard that food seems an interruption.
" And so," says my neighbour with the charming smile,
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